THE  NEW  MACHIAVELLI

ten that for me there was such a reality as honour.
And here it was, warm and near to me, living, breath-
ing, unsuspecting. Margaret's pride was my honour,
that I had had no right even to imperil.

I do not now remember if I thought at that time
of going to Isabel and putting this new aspect of the
case beforether. Perhaps I did. Perhaps I may have
considered even then the possibility of ending what
had so freshly and passionately begun. If I did, it
vanished next day at the sight of her. Whatever re-
grets came in the darkness, the daylight brought an
obstinate confidence in our resolution again. We
would, we declared, "pull the thing off/' Margaret
must not know. Margaret should not know. If Mar-
garet did not know, then no harm whatever would be
done. We tried to sustain that. . . .

For a brief time we had been like two people in a
magic cell, magically cut off from the world and full
of a light of its own, and then we began to realise that
we were not in the least cut off, that the world was all
about us and pressing in upon us, limiting us, threat-
ening us, resuming possession of us. I tried to ignore
the injury to Margaret of her unreciprocated ad-
vances. I tried to maintain to myself that this hidden
love made no difference to the now irreparable breach
between husband and wife. But I never spoke of it to
Isabel or let her see that aspect of our case. How
could I ? The time for that had gone. . . .

Then in new shapes and relations came trouble.
Distressful elements crept in by reason of our un-
avoidable furtiveness; we ignored them, hid them
from each other, and attempted to hide them from
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